36                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

XVII.

PARIS, June 22, 1842.

I HAVE received your purse; it exhaled a
very aristocratic perfume and is very pretty.
If you "embroidered it yourself it does you
honor. But I have recognized in it your re-
cently acquired taste for material things: in
the first place, it is a purse; in the second,
you valued it a hundred francs at the
stage coach. It would have been more po-
etical to declare that it was worth one or
two stars; I prize it as highly. I will put
medals in it. I would have cared for it
more if you had deigned to put in it two or
three lines from your white hand.

I do not want }7-our pheasants; you offer
them to me in an ugly fashion, and, more-
over, you say disagreeable things to me
about my Turkish preserves. It is you who
have the palate of a giaour if you do not
know how to appreciate what the Peris eat.
The hypocrisy which you practise well
enough will turn against you some day. It
will become real. As for coquetry, which you will
